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TOM AT CRUACHAN

ON Cruachan's plain slept he
That must sing in a rhyme
What most could shake his soul:
"The stallion Eternity
Mounted the mare of Time,
*Gat the foal of the world/

XXIV
OLD TOM AGAIN

THINGS out of perfection sail,
And all their swelling canvas wear,
Nfor shall the self-begotten fail
Though fantastic men suppose
Building-yard and stormy shore,
"Winding-sheet and swaddling-clothes*

XXV
THE DELPHIC ORACLE UPON PLOTINUS
BEHOLD that great Plotinus swim,
Buffeted by such seas;
Bland Rhadamanthus beckons him,
But the Golden Race looks dim,
Salt blood blocks his eyes*
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